hat and set off to meet the flying gig. On the way he turned
round once or twice to nod farewells to Ordynov.
Ordynov felt so tired, so exhausted in every limb, that he
could scarcely move his legs. He managed somehow to crawl
home. At the gate he was met again by the porter, who had
been diligently watching his parting from Yaroslav Ilyitch, and
beckoning him from a distance. But the young man passed
him by. At the door of his flat he ran full tilt against a little
grey-headed figure coming out from Murin's room, looking on
the ground.
"Lord forgive my transgressions!" whispered the figure,
skipping on one side with the springiness of a cork.
"Did I hurt you?"
"No, I humbly thank you for your civility. , , . Oh, Lord,
Lord!"
The meek little man, groaning and moaning and muttering
something edifying to himself, went cautiously down the stairs.
This was the "master" of the house, of whom the porter stood
in such awe. Only then Ordynov remembered that he had seen
him for the first time, here at Murin's, when he was moving
into the lodging.
He felt unhinged and shaken; he knew that his imagination
and impressionability were strained to the utmost pitch, and
resolved not to trust himself. By degrees he sank into a sort of
apathy. A heavy oppressive feeling weighed upon his chest.
His heart ached as though it were sore all over, and his whole
soul was full of dumb, comfortless tears.
He fell again upon the bed which she had made him, and
began listening again. He heard two breathings: one the heavy
broken breathing of a sick man, the other soft but uneven,
as though also stirred by emotion, as though that heart was
beating with the same yearning, with the same passion. At
times he heard the rustle of her dress the faint stir of her soft
light steps, and even that faint stir of her feet echoed with a
vague but agonisingly sweet pang in his heart* At last he
seemed to distinguish sobs, rebellious sighs, and at last, praying
again. He knew that she was kneeling before the ikon, wring-
ing her hands in a frenzy of despair! . . . Who was she? For
whom was she praying? By what desperate passion was her
heart torn? Why did it ache and grieve and pour itself out in
such hot and hopeless tears?
He began to recall her words. All that she had said to him
was still ringing in his ears like music, and his heart lovingly